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Night Ride
(As related by the late Miss Rose Springfie ld)

SCENE: THE HELL FIRE CLUB, CO. DUBLIN
D ate : 1700 and something. Time about 11 p.m .A 

w in te r's night.
DRAMATIS PERSONAE : One of the Wemyss, one of 

the Langrishes, one of the Blakes, and no doubt, a
B u tle r !

An argument arises as to the various statues in 
Dublin squares and park, the ir beauty or the reverse—  
the argument becomes hotter and hotter, the voices 
louder and louder, the atmosphere th icker and th icker.

At length the three above mentioned gentlemen 
wager heavily w ith one of the Eyres (o f Galway) that 
they w ill steal the bronze statue in — square, and w ill 
convey it to England w ithout its being missed. Plans are
laid, and changes of horses arranged for.

One night the deed is done, the bronze statue is
removed from its pedestal and placed lengthways on the 
“ w e ll”  of an outside car and covered with a rug. A 
Wemyss sat on one side, a Langrishe on the other, and 
a Blake in the driving seat. What a trio  of prime Boyos !
Away they rattled into the night.

But the Guardians of the Peace, “ the W atchmen”  
had got w ind of it, and followed in hot pursuit .

They had not the heavy statue as a handicap, but 
on the other hand, they had no relays of fresh well- 
bred horses engaged, and had to commandeer them,
“  in the K ing 's name ”  and then, as now, in Ireland the 
pursued is always helped, and the pursuer hindered. So 
it all took time to augment —  and the fugitives gained 
more and more.

They passed through sleeping Athy, Ballylinan and 
Castlecomer, but K ilkenny was awake, as they rattled
through the marble cobbled streets.

Here they had the ir firs t setback, as the expected 
fresh horse was not forthcom ing, nor could another be 
quickly found to take the place of the exhausted nag
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in the shafts. Also the “ W atch”  in K ilkenny smelt a rat, 
and lined up in the narrow end of Patrick Street to stop 
them.

Shots were fired on both sides and one of the 
“ W atch”  fell wounded. W indows were thrown up, and 
nightcapped heads thrust out of what was then, the 
most fashionable part of the city, and cheers of en
couragement shouted at the fugitives from whatever jus
tice they were evidently fleeing from. On they tore, with 
the exhausted horse nearly foundered, and the car with 
its heavy burden, swaying dangerously.

In those days, the beginning of the present road to 
W aterford did not exist, and began by the Seven Houses 
Road, then turning left, came out at what is now Danes
fo rt Crossroads.

A farm by what is still the “ Ragwell”  proved 
friendly, it took only a few  minutes to unharness the 
tired animal, yoke one from the farm in its place, and 
dash on.

By this time it was full daylight, and the Kilkenny 
persuers almost in sight.

The farm er's horse was slow, and pace slackened. 
Mr. Blake stood up and turning round, fired his heavy 
pistol at the oncoming horse. It swayed, faltered, and 
dropped dead, and out in a heap fell the occupants of 
the car, just at Danesfort Crossroads.

The fugitives tore on, but realizing the game was 
almost up, paused at Danesfort avenue gate and hurled 
the statue over the fence into high nettled and briars, 
opposite Danesfort house, the residence of Mr. Wemyss, 
the chief of the party. They dared not halt, but hoped 
t ocome back and retrieve the statue, get it to Water
ford, and on to England, when the hue and cry was 
over.

But they only got as far as Ennisnag, before they 
were captured and informed that when the horse was 
shot, one of the “ W atch”  a heavy man, in fa lling had 
fractured his skull, and was dead.

The law at that time was d ifficu lt to enforce, espec
ially against three such powerful families, so although
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there was a trial, and some scandal, th ethree gentle
men in question, escaped scot free.

They lost their wager however, and the only con
solation Mr. Wemyss had, was eventually to have the 
statue erected on the rising ground opposite his man
sion, where it was, until a few years ago, when it was 
removed to Mount Loftus.

The part of the road where the horse and watch
man were killed, is called the (haunted road) up to 
this day, as dawn breaks, people declare they have 
heard the hoof beats of a horse, oaths and curses and 
then a second rattle of horses hooves, a shot, a heavy 
crash, then silence.

This is the story told fifty  years ago, by the old 
people.

Some have it, that the son of (Hell Fire Wemyss) 
when he came into the ruined estate at his fa ther's 
death, made up his mind to go to Scotland (whence 
they orig ina lly came) and earn his living in trade. Be
fore leaving, he had the statue turned, to look towards 
Scotland, so that he might always feel that it was hop
ing for his return.

Be that as it may, Danesfort fell into disrepair, and 
eventually about forty years ago, was pulled down, and 
the beautiful -house used as road metal. Only the “ race 
stand' 's till stands, gaunt and lonely on a little  knoll, 
to show where fortunes were lost and won, in the so- 
called, “ good old days” .
NOTE— The statue is now in Mr Hunt's garden at Howth, 

who bought it from Mrs. Grattan Bellew.


